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Her picture taken in Tms selfsame gown. 
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when Grandmamma Was 

Little 





My Birthday 



The one day out of all the rest 
I like the very, very best 
Is that when I'm allowed to do 
Just anything that I want to. 
Then no one stops me, but all try 
To make me happy, and oh, my 1 
The lots of presents that I get. 
And bully things to eat, you bet I 
While my big brother doesn't care. 
But leta me take a double share : 
If I could only have the say 
I'd make it always my birthday. 
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When I'm Big 

My mother, she will cry sometimes — 

I see hei' wipe her eyea — 
But, when she sees me catching her, 

She always sort of tries 
To smile, so she can hide it : 

As if J didn't know ! — 
I'm just a little fellow, 

But she can't fool me so. 
'Course I play not to notice, 

And cheer her all I can 
By telling her the things I'll do 

When I'm a Great Big Man. 
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My daddy, 'course I love him, too, 

But then, somehow, he amldn't be 
The same, or ever come as close 

As mother does to me : 
She teaches me to say my prayers ; 

She tells me what is right — 
Why, oftentimes she'll come in twice 

To kiss her boy good-night 1 





She shows me all the flowers — 

She knows the names of all — 
She takes me out to climb a hill 
From which the whole world'a 
small ; 
And once she let me drive the 
horse — 
With all its might and main, 
It took me flying up the road 
With 

my 

Aunt 

Jane I 






Independence 

It's this way in our house : there's 
never 
Any room for little boys I 
Everybody saya forever 

" Oh, you're making too much 
noise I " 
So that Dick and I've decided, 

If this thing keeps on, some day, 
('Twasn't Dick that planned it : I 
did) 
We're just going to run away. 






Some of the nicest of the cakes she 

gives to Dick and me, 
And lets us have, what do you 

think ? A real cup of tea ! 
The other children out of doors, all 

'round they run and roam, 
But we'd rather be with mother — on 

her Afternoon-at-Home. 
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And lets us have, what do you think? A real cup of tea. 
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There's a crab that lives down in the 
water; 
There's a crab that lives up on the 
land ; 
And the things that mean life to the 
former, 
The latter chap never could stand. 
For the crab who's at home in the 
water 
Would chrke in the mountains of 
s. d, 
And the other would choke in the 
water 
If ever he'd venture from land. 






We have the very best of times, my 
brother Dick and I, 
A-playing with the little girl next 
door; 
She's the nicest sort of little girl — we 
never hear her cry — 
And each day come to like hermore 
and more : 
She interests herself, you see. in 
everything we do ; 
She helps us fly our kites and mend 
our toys, 
And then, what is, I think, the best 
of all 'bout her — don't you ? — 
She doesn't mind a bit because 
we're boys. 
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Her mother gives her splendid things 
— candy and cake and pie ; 
And she never fails to share with 
Dick and me ; 
So when mix mother gives us things 
we (nearly always) try 
To be as nice to her as we can be. 
She strives her very best to do all 
she can to please ; 
She lets us shout and make the 
greatest noise ; 
Says that it doesn't matter however 
we may tease — 
And likes us all the better 'cause 
we're boys. 




You may charge him full of mischief 
As a bottle full of wine ; — 

Yes, he's only one of very 

Many like him — but he's Mirie t 
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She comes right out and stays till noon. 



THK NK V VOi:K 

PUB^LIC LliJIlAlIY 







I just believe I'll run away ; 

Pack all my things and go I 
Can't see the use of staying 'round 

And being treated so I 
For' I just bet when they were small, 

Not one of them would do 
Half of the errands and the things 

That I'm expected to I 





Brother Dick and I one day 
Watched Mrs. Spider spin away : 
My, how she spun, and spun, and 

spun, 
Until she had her web all done [ 
Then, brother Dick, he said to me : 
" Now, where can Mr. Spider be? " 
We watched, but didn't see him 

come. 
So I guesa he didn't live at home. 





We watched but didn't see him come. 
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When Our Fathers Were Little Boys 

When our fathers were little boys, 

Before they grew to men, 
I wonder did they make a noise 

Or have a good time then ? 
I wonder did they ever fight 

And punch each other's nose ? 
Or if they always did just right 

And never spoiled their clothes. 






The New Brother 

Got a new kid in our house ; 

'Bout gives me a fit, 
The fu83 that ev'rybody is 

A-making over it. 
All 'long I've been the pet, you 

'Twas me they tried to please. 
But now, this other fellow has 

Them all upon their knees 
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The Way Mother Looted You Through 
and Through 

When you'd, been knee-deep in mis- 
chief, and put yourself about, 
Trying in just every way you 
could, 
To hide it from your mother, so she 
wouldn't find it out, 
Or making up excuses if she 
should, 
There came the trying moment when, 
standing at her knee. 
You could feel yourself a-turning 
kind of blue, 
While the chills began a-chasing, 
first one, then two, then three, — 
At the way she sort of looked you j 
through and through. 
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"With your two eyes fastened down- 
ward, heart going pit-a-pat, 
And knees that kept a-knocking, 
knocking so, — 
Fingers all a-trembling till you al- 
most dropped your hat, 
Your one thought — could you only 
bolt and go 1 
Conscience started pricking, in a 
most unhappy way. 
As the wonder and the terror 
slowly grew. 
So your lips refused to frame the 
lie you'd taught yourself to aay. 
While your mother sort of looked 
you through and through. 
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How the room kept spinning round 

you, how the ache grew in your 

head [ 
For the moment, it seemed almost 

good to die, 
Oh, surely — you were thinking — it 

were better yoa were dead 
As the shame of all you'd done 

passed slowly by. 
Then there came the happiest mo- 
ment that your life had ever 

known, 
Hard at first, but in the end the best 

for you. 
The moment you confessed to her 

with a choking little moan. 
And forgiving mother looked you \ 

through and through. 





Some nighta mother lets us stay up, 

And oh ! we have such fun ; 
At other times we are sent to bed 

As soon as supper's done. 
But on these special nights, why then 

We don't go until eight, — 
Wish we could do it all the time, 

I'm sure it's not so late. 





As HE SLINGS O'ER. MY SHOULDER THE OLD CANTEEN. 
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The Merry LitUe Fellow 

There's a merry little fellow passes by 
my door each day 
And I try to arrange it, if I can, 
To be daily there to greet him, if it 
only be to say 
Good morrow to my brave little 
man. 
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How my heart goes yearning toward 
him as I watch him pass along, 
A miracle of sweet and childish 
grace, 
And my task seems so much lighter, 
the day never quite so long 
After I have looked upon his 
bonny face. 





To all : " Good-night 1 " 
Two eyes shut tight 
And baby's bound for Slumber, 
The land where all tired chil- 
dren go. 
The land where white dream- 
flowers grow 
Beyond my art to number : 
Winks 
And blinks 
And nods all past — 
Mother's arms are sure and fast 
Off to Slumber Land at last, 
The moonlit Land of Slumber I 
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